78 greater wonder than I at this moment. There was noth-
ing more to conquer: an ocean of peace lay before me. To
be free, as I then knew myself to be, is to realize that all
conquest is vain, even the conquest of self, which is the
last act of egotism. To be joyous is to carry the ego to its
last summit and to deliver it triumphantly. To know peace
is total: it is the moment after, when the surrender is com-
plete, when there is no longer even the consciousness of
surrender. Peace is at the center and when it is attained
the voice issues forth in praise and benediction. Then the
voice carries far and wide, to the outermost limits of the .
universe. Then it heals, because it brings light and the
warmth of compassion.
Epidaurus is merely a place symbol: the real place is
in the heart, in every man's heart, if he will but stop and
search it. Every discovery is mysterious in that it reveals
what is so unexpectedly immediate, so close, so long and
intimately known. The wise man has no need to journey
forth j it is the fool who seeks the pot of gold at the rain-
bow's end. But the two are always fated to nveet and unite.
They meet at the heart of the world, which is the begin-
ning and the end of the path. They meet in realization
and unite in transcendence of their roles.
The world is both young and old: like the individual,
it renews itself in death and ages through infinite births.'
At every stage there is the possibility of fulfillment.,
Peace lies at any point along the line. It is a continuum
and one that is just as undemonstrable by demarcation as
a line is^undemonstrable by stringing points together. To
make a line requires a totality of being, of will and of
imagination. What constitutes a line, which is an exercise
in metaphysics, one may speculate on for eternity. But
even an idiot can draw a line, and in doing so he is the
equal of the professor for whom the nature of a line is a
mystery beyond all comprehension.

